away from thar. Kick ^em away^ Bayard. Henry !w he
shouted. Henry appeared. "Drive these damn dogs out
of hyer till after supper*"

Henry drove the dogs from the room. Mr. Mac-'
Callum picked up a long sliver of pine from the hearth
and fired it'and lit his pipef and smothered the sliver in
the ashes and laid it on the hearth again, "Rafe
Lee air in town today/* he said, "You could have come
out with them in a waggin. But I reckon you?d rather
have yo5 own hoss,"

"Yes, sir/5 he answered quietly. Then they would
know* He stared into the fire for a tirae^ rubbing his
hands slowly on his knees^ and for an instant he saw the
recent months of his life coldly in all their headlong and
heedless wastefulness; saw its entirety like the swift
unrolling of a film^ culminating in that which he had
been warned against and that any fool might have
forseen. Well, damn it, suppose it had; was lie to blame?
Had he insisted that his grandfather ride with him?
Had he given the old fellow a bum heart? then,
coldly: You were afraid to go home* You made a
sneak your horse out to you* You9 who deliberately do
things your judgment tells yon may not be successful^
even possible, &>re afraid to face the consequences of
your own acts. Then again something bitter and deep
and sleepless in him blazed out in vindication and
justification and accusation; what, he knew not, blazing
out at what,, Whom, he did not know: You did it! You
caused it all; you "killed Johnny*

Henry had drawn a chair up to the firef and after a
while the old man tapped his clay pipe carefully out
against his palm and drew a huge9 turnip-shaped silver
watch from his corduroy vest* "Half after five/* lie
said- "Ain't them boys got in yet?55
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